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GLASGOW: 
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HUIIEAH  FOR  THE  BONNETS  OF 
BLUE, 

Heee*s  a  bcalth  to  them  lliat's  awa, 

Here's  a  liealib  to  them  that's  awa, 
Atid  wha  vviiJiia  wish  glide  hick  to  our  cause, 

May  !iever  giuie  liu  k  l)e  their  fa*, 
It's  glide  to  be  ineri  y  und  wise, 

li  s  glide  to  he  h{)!»ei't  and  true, 
It*s  gude  to  support  Caledonia's  cause 

Aiid  bide  by  the  bonnets  of  blue. 

Hurrah  for  the  bonnets  of  bhie, 

Hurrah  for  the  bonnets  of  bhie, 
Ii*s  gude  to  support  Caledonia's  cause 

And  bide  by  the  !)onnets  of  blue. 
Here's  a  health  to  them  tljat'saway 

Here's  a  health  to  theni  that's  awa. 
Here's  a  health  to  Charlie,  the  chief  o' the  clan» 

Although  that  hjs  band  be  sae  sraa'. 

Here's  freedom  to  them  that  would  read, 

Here's  freedom  to  them  that  would  \vrite^ 
There's  nane  ever  fear'd  tl)at  the  trulh  should 
l>e  heard 

But  they  whom  the  truth  wad  iuditt% 
Hurrali  ft»r  the  bonnets  of  blur, 

Hurrah  ior  the  bonnets  of  l^hie, 
It's  gude  to  l)e  wi'/C,  to  be  lioiiest,  and  ixu9 

And  bide  by  the  bonnets  of  blue. 
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PRAY  GOODY 
Pray  Goody  please  to  moderate  the  rancour 

ol your  tongue 
Whyflasli  iliose  sj)arks  of  fury  from  your  eyes? 
Remember,  when  tlie  judgment's  weak  the 
prejtuiice  is  .strong, 
A  stranger  why  will  you  despise  ? 
Ply  me,  try  me, 
Prove,  ere  you  deny  me  ; 
If  you  cast  me  off,  you'll  blast  me 
Never  more  t(>  rise. 
Pray,  goody,  kc. 


DONALD  OF  DUNDEE. 
Young  Donald  is  the  blythest  lad 

That  eVr  made  love  to  me, 
Whene'er  he's  by,  my  heart  is  glad, 

He  seems  so  gay  and  free  ; 
Then  on  his  pipe  he  plays  so  sweety 
And  in  his  plaid  he  looks  so  neat. 
It  cheers  my  heart  at  eve  to  meet^ 

Young  Donald  of  Dundee. 
Whene'er  I  gang  to  yonder  grove> 

Young  Sandy  tollows  me? 
And  fain  he  wants  to  be  my  love? 

But  ah,  it  canna  be. 
Tho  mither  frets  both  air  and  lata, 
For  me  to  wed  this  youth  1  hate; 


Tbere's  none  n«ed  hope  to  gain  young  Ka^/t 
But  Donald  of  Dundee. 

When  last  we  rangM  the  hanks  of  Tay^ 

The  ring  he  sliow'd  to  me, 
And  hade  me  name  the  bridai-day. 

Then  happy  wouM  he  he. 
I  ken  the  youth  will  aye  prove  kind, 
JJae  mair  my  mither  will  1  mind, 
Mess  John  to  me  shall  quickly  bind 

Young  Donald  of  Dundee, 


THE  CYPIIKSS  WREATH* 
A  Glee  tor  3  voices. 
O  lady  t^'ine  no  wreath  for  me, 
Or  twine  ot*  ihe  cypress  tree  ! 
Too  hvely  j^lows  the  lily's  light 
The  varnished  iioUy's  all  too  l)ri^lirt, 
The  May-flower  and  the  eglatitiite. 
May  siiade  a  hrow  less  sad  than  mhie^ 
But,  lady,  weave  no  wreath  for  ine^ 
Or  weave  it  of  the  cypress  tree. 

Let  dimpled  mirth  his  temples  twine 
With  tendrils  ol*  ti)e  laughing  vine  ; 
The  manly  oak,  the  pensive  yeWe 
To  patriot  and  to  sage  he  due, 
The  myrtle- bough  ljid:s  lovers  live^ 
But  that  Matilda  will  not  give  ; 
Then,  lady,  weave  no  wreath  for  me,. 
Or  twine  it  of  the  cypress  tree. 


Let  rnerry  England  proudly  rear 
Her  boasted  roses  t)ougbt  ho  dear  ; 
Lei  Aibyn  bind  ber  bonnet  bbie, 
With  be»ttivand  bare-beil  dipt  in  dew, 
Oa  favourM  I'lrin's  crot  be  seen 
The  fiov»?V  bhe  loves  ot  enifrald  green  t 
But,,  lady,  twine  no  wreath  for  me, 
Qi»  twine  it  of  the  cy p re i>s  trees 


I'D  BE  A  BCTTERFLY. 
I'd  be  a. butterfly  Ijorn  in  a  bow^r, 

Where  roses  and  hlHeti*  and  violets  mmi  i 
Eoving  l^)r  over  from  flower  to  flower,  - 
And  ki'hinnf  all  buds  that  are  pretty  md 
sweet. 

I'd  never  languish  for  wealth  or  for  power, 
I'd  never  sigh  to  see  slaves  at  my  feet^ 

rd  be  a  butterfly  hmu  in  a  bovv*r, 

And  kissing  all  buds  that  are  pretty  and 
sweet.  i*d  be  a  butterfly,  &e. 

Oh,  could  I  pilfer  the  wand  of  a  fairy» 

I'd  have  a  pair  of  tnose  beautiful  wings; 
Their  sumiBer  days  ranr^ble  is  sportive  and 
airy, 

They  sleep  in  a  rose  when  the  nighingab 
sings. 

Those  wh^  have  weahh  must  be  watchful  aiid 
wary, 

Power,  alas !  nought  but  misery  brings, 
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l*d  be  a  butterfly  sportive  and  airy, 

Hock'd  in  a  rose,  when   the  ni^htin^alj? 
sings.  I'd  l)c  a  butterfly,  SiC, 

What  tho'  yoj  tell  me  eacli  gay  little  rover^ 
Shrinks  from  the  breath  of  the  flrst  aiUiunJi 
day; 

Surely  'tis  better  whon  summer  is  overj 
To  die,  when  all  fair  things  are  Fading  away* 

Some  in  life's  winter  njuy  to;!  to  discover, 
Means  of  priK'uring  a  weary  delay; 

I*d  be  a  butterfly,  iiviiitr  a  rov'er, 

Dying  when  lair  things  are  fading  away. 

rd  be  a  butterfly,  &c. 

OH  SAY  NOT  WOMAN'S  LOVE  IS 
BOUGH  r.  - 
Oh  I  say  not  woman's  love  is  bought 

With  vain  and  empty  treasure  ; 
Oh  1  say  not  woman's  lieart  is  caught 

By  every  idle  pleasure. 
When  first  lier  gentle  bosom  knows 

Love's  fl  itne,  it  wan  le.r:3  i^ever  ; 
Deep  in  her  heart  the  passion  glows- — 

She  loves,  and  loves  for  ever. 
Oh  !  say  not  woman*s  false  as  fair  j 

That  like  the  bee  she  ranges. 
Still  seeking  flowers  more  8weet*ar)cl  rariti 

As  fickle  fancy  changes. 
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110  !  the  love  \hi\t  first  can  warmj, 
Vv  ill  leave  her  Loscirj  never  ; 
No  second  passion  e'er^cnn  charm— 
She,  loves,  and  loves  for  ever. 


HE'S  OWRE  niE  HILLS  THAT  I 
LO  K  WEEL. 
TvyR  —  IIc^s  oivre  the  hills, 
Ht:'s  owre  the  hills  that  I  lo'e  wee!| 
He's  o'er  the  hillswe  daiirna  name; 
He's  o'er  the  hills  avont  Dumhiane, 
Wha  soon  will  get  his  welcome  Iiam«, 

My  father's  gane  U)  fight  for  him  ; 
My  blithers  winna  bide  at  hame; 
My  niither  greets  ami  j)rays  for  them, 
And  'deed  she  thinks  they're  no  to  blame. 
He*s  o^vrey  SiC» 

The  whigs  may  scoff,  aiul  the  vvhigs  mny  je^?; 
Bpt  ah  !  that  Iqye  maun  lie  snicere, 
Wliic'h  still  keeps  true  uhate'er  betide^ 
An'  for  his  sake  leaves  a*  beside.  - 
He's  tnvre.  ^Vc. 

His  right  these  hills,  his  right  these  plains, 
O'er  hieland  hearts  secure  he  reigns  ; 
•What  lads  ere  did  niir  iaddses  will  do  \ 
Were  1  a  laddie,  I'd  follow  hioi  to©. 
He's  owrcj  &c. 
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Bae  noWc  a  look,  sac  princely  an  air, 
6ae  gallant  an  bo!(I,  .sae  youno  and  sae  fair  I 
Oil !  did  ye  but  see  l»in),  ye'd  do  as  we've  done, 
Hear  him  bur  ant  e,  to  bis  st  nidard  youil  run. 
He's  owre,  &c. 

Then  draw  the  claymore  for  Charlie  thenfighir 
For  your  country, religion,  and  a'  that  is  right; 
Were  tet*  thousand  hves  now  given  to  me^ 
Fii  die  as  alt,  for  ane  o'  the  three  ! 
He's  ovvre,  Sec. 


THE  CAPTIVE  MANIAC. 
They  biil  me  sleep,  they  bid  me  pray 

They  jj  iy  inylic:irt  is  vvarpt  and  wrung-— 
I  cannot  sleep  on  Hii^liland  brae  ; 

I  cannot  pray  in  Highlang  tcmgue. 
But  were  I  now  where  Allan  ^jlides. 
Of  heard  my  native  Devon's  tides 
So  sv/eetly  vvouid  [  rest  and  pray 
That  heaven  would  close  my  wintry  day  i 
*Twas  tluis  my  hair  tliey  bade  me  braid. 

They  b-uie  me  to  church  repair ; 
It  \vas  my  briilal  mor.i  they  said. 

And  niy  true  love  would  meet  ir*e  there  s 
But  woe  b'jude  the  cruel  guile, 
That  drown'd  in  blood  the  mornincr  smile  | 
And  woe  })eiiile  the  fairy  dream  I 
I  only  wukd  ^  so'.>  aud  scream. 


